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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Duke of Alberoſſa, - Mr. JonnsTONE. 
Sir Bertram (a Knight) Mr. IxcLEDOx. 


Geoffry (Squire to 
Sir Bertram) | Mr. MunDEn. 


Matilda ( Copmck of 
Vergy) = 


Jacquenetta (hermaid) Mrs. MazTyR. 


: Mrs. CLENDIxING. 


SCENE——A fortified Caſtle in Normandy. 
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SONGS, Sc. 
T: 


The Ward of the Caſtle, 


s ON. 


SIR BERTRAM. 1 


To love alone each pain we owe, . 
To love each fond relief, 
What other power cou'd thus beſtow 
Alternate joy and grief? 


To pierce with woe the feeling heart, 
Or make it ſpring with joy, 

Thou, wicked urchin, haſt the art, 
'Tis thine, thou filly bor. 


B 3 SONG 


(6 ) 
„6. 


To as Air—* Ah per me !” by Soi. 
Martnpa, ä 


JOY ! thou dear precarious boon | 
Soon we loſe thee—ah, how ſoon ! 
Let me ſtill, in Fancy's glaſs, 
Catch thy phantoms as they pals ; ; 
1 *Tis all of joy that I can know, 

4 *Tis all we mortals taſte below, 
c Bright and bluſhing as the morn, 
* Soon thy roſeate wreaths are torn.” 


— — 


S o N 8. 


Dok. 


ENCIRCLED by the dazzling round, 
In ev'ry look there's danger found ; 
But thus retired from public view, 
The roſe of youth retains its hue ; 
Nor flattery's breath, nor art deform, 
The beauties of that lovely form. 


[The ** with inverted commas, are omitted i in 


repreſentation. ] 


AIR 


64 7 
1 AIR. — JAC v A. | 


WOMEN for higher joys were meant, 
Than the ſmiles of each other can e'er 
impart, | 
Leave them together, they'll but tiene, 
Left quite alone they break their heart. 


Then all their diſcourſe is heigho! 
Mär. (Joining) —Heigho! 
Duke Why ſo? Why ſo? 
Mar. and Ja. Heigho! Heigho! 


Jac. Mens eyes were made for glaſſes 
bright, 
To reflect the luſtre of female grace; 
Take but away our proud birthright, 
And our bloſſoming beauties will fade 


apace. 


Then in vain they may cry heigho! 
Mar. Heigho ! 
Duke——Go, go, go, gol 
Mar, and Jac, —Heigho ! heigho ! 
| And in vain, &c. 


AIR. 


CE) 
AIR.—MarTi.Da.—(Gierdini.) 


The hours were fleet, 
And moments ſweet, _ 
When gaily ſpent with him I lov'd; 
Each day ſtill prov'd his conſtant flame, 
The hours return! but not the ſame, 


Since he is vaniſhed from my ſight, 


From me is fled all gay delight, 
With him I lov'd. 


Each day ſtill prov'd his conſtant flame, 


The hours return! but not the ſame. 


DUET. 


( 9) 


D U E. T. 5 

1 

Mari DA and JAQUENETTA, [ 

| | 

WHAT joy to hear the tell-tale ſound ! 'N 
'Twill.turn this little earth to heaven; | 
Each toll will make our hearts rebound, [ 
While ſlowly we count ſeven. | 

( Clock ftrikes flowly while they fing.) 

Hark! one—huſh! huſh ! there's two—Old 
Time ſays three; . þ 

Alas, how flow! how even! | q 
Now, now tis four—now five, and then ; 
comes ſix, i 

And now my heart ſtrikes ſeven, H 


DUET. 
Sir Bran rn Alt d MATILDA. 


2 Sir BERTRAM. ” 
The fond impreſſion of my early days. 
Still on my memory dwells, 
Matilda's figure on my fancy plays. 
And in my boſom ſwells. 


MATILDA. 


Soft as the breath of Southern gales, 
Tour gentle accents fell; 


BOTH, 


And fondly I believ'd the ſoothing tales, 
Your flattering tongue would tell. 


| ( 11. 
SONG. 


To the Tune of—< PII tell you a ftory that 
happened of late.” 


SGrorrxx. 


When I was apprenticed and learned my 


trade, 


With my row de dow, row de dow dero. 


I took up the chiſſel and threw down the 
ſpade; 
Fal, lal, de ral, lal, de ra), dero. 


But now with a ſhovel, and mattock, and 


bill, 
With my row de row, &c. 


I work like a horſe, or a thief in a mill, 
Fal, lal, de ral, &c, 


It is very fine ſport to be fighting all day, 
With my row de dow, &c. 

And all night, like a mole, to be mining 
away; 


Fal, lal, de ral, &c. 


But now all my art has been put to the 
proof, 
Row de dow, &c. 
When I work'd through the vault, and cut 
through the roof; 
You repaid me with fal, lal, de lal. 
C 2 DUET, 


( 2 ) 


To the French Air—* Adiey Cæur Moi, 


Sir BERTRAM and MATILDA. 


One gentle ſmile, 

Before we part, my love; 
One gentle ſmile, 

To calm my fond heart. 


Farewell, farewell, 

Farewell, my ſoul's delight, 
Farcwell, dear maid, (dear youth) 
Adieu! till night. | 


DUET 


613) 


DUE T. 


Georery, and ]ACQUENETTA., 


One roguiſh look 


Before I go, my love; 
One roguiſh look, 


So, ſo, ſo, ſo. 


Bye, bye, bye, bye, 


Bye, my pretty, pretty dear; 
Bye, bye, bye, bye! 
Old Guardian will hear, 


AND OF ACT 1. 


ACT, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


S O N G. 


MArlLDA. 


THE ring, you cry, © the ring,” 
Yet blindly ſhun its rays, 

What is that ſhining thing ; 
Which caſts ſuch dazzling blaze: 


C15) 


C Sars C H. 
ce Cet us all a maying, Cc.“ 
Jacaypzxzrra, Duke, and MATILDA: - 


COME, let us all a wooing go, 
And fondly our paſſion ſhew, 


The wedding ring, and Parſon bring, 
And the Cuckoo in vain ſhall ſing; 


Tho' fools may jeer, ne'er ſeem to hear, 
But love renew from vear to year. 


SONG. 


To the Air“ Green grow the Ruſbes O!” 


GEOFFRY. 


I, 


THERE'S nought but care on ev'ry han 
In ev'ry hour that paſſes O, 
What ſignifies the life of man, 
If it were not for the laſſes O. 


Then heigh for the laſſes O, 
Heigh for the laſſes O 


What ſignifies &c. &c. 
For 


FF. 6 by 
L. 1 0 


For you ſo wiſe, who ſneer at this, 


You're nought but filly aſſes O, 
The wiſeſt man the world e' er ſaw, 
He dearly lov'd the laſſes O0. . 
He lov'd the laſſes O. | 


111. 


Old nature ſwears, the lovely dears 
Her nobleſt work ſhe claſſes O, 

Her prentice han ſhe tried on man, 
And then ſhe made the laſſes O, 


Then ſhe made the laſſes O. 


(4 Perſian Air) MarILDA. 


* 


SO N G. 
| 3 0 | 
be aſk'd, mama muſt conſent, 
. wyers prepar'd with whole ſkins of 
7 ; parchment; 


With I and pauſes, and villainous 
ſtuff, Sonia) 


1557 


of Jointure, | remainder, re — 4 full 
enough, F 


Wich eee, and I likewiſe SL 
re, 


Beſides, as aforeſaid and 8 


And twenty et ceteras to wind up the 
whole. 8 b * 


A licence muſt” then from the. © Archbiſhop 
come, 
The r invited I's beat of the 
drum, . 
The parſon, array'd in his caſſock 2 4 
Joins this formal young couple faſt hand in 
hand. 
Alaſs, the poor ht! alas, the poor 
ſoul! 
You, Bertram, take Matilda to wile, 
To cheriſh her all the days of your life, 
And twenty et ceteras to wind up the 
Whole. 


D TRIO, 


16) 


; 
| 11. 


| For you ſo wiſe, who ſneer at this, 


| You're nought but filly aſſes O, 
1 The wifcſt man the world e' er ſaw, 
lf He dearly lov'd the laſſes O. W 


He lov'd the laſſes O. 


111. 


Old nature ſwears, the lovely dears 
| Her nobleſt work ſhe claſſes O, 


| Her prentice han-ſhe tried on man, 
And then ſhe made the laſſes O, 


Then ſhe made the laſſes O. 


(A Perfian Air) MATILDA. 


0 


? 


(17) 
S 0 N G. 


Geer. 


be aſk d, mama muſt conſent, 


Al prepar'd with whole ſkins of 
89 .* 


parchment 

With clauſes, and _—_ and villainous 
f, 

Of Jointure, remainder, ed 3 —_ full 
enough, 


With whereas, 4 likewic * ** 
I E, 


Beſides, as aforeſaid and therefore, 


And twenty et ceteras to wind up the 


A licence muſt then from the. Archbiſhop 
come, 


The neighbours invited by beat of the 
drum, | 
The parſon, yd in his caſſock * hand, 
Joins this formal young couple faſt hand in 
hand. 
Alaſs, the poor ol! alas, the poor 
ſoul! 
You, Bertram, take Matilda to with, 
To cheriſh her all the days of your life, 


And twenty er ceteras to wind up the 
whole. 


D TRIO, 


( 18 ) 
TRIO. 
Dor, JACQUENETTA, and MaritDa, 5 


Dux. 
Matilda, dear Counteſs, awake, ket me 
ſee thee, | 
The ſcene is all illuſion, 
My thoughts are in confuſion, 


Where ſhall my wonger ceaſe? 


JACQUENETTA, 


Forbear, Sir, diſturb not 
My Lady's ſoft ſlumbers; 
Believe me, ſuch intruſion, 
Will throw her in confuſion; 


Pray let her reſt in peace. 


© Ds 

Soft, let me the veil diſplace, 
No further I'll diſturb her, 

Nor diſcompoſe her ſlumber, 

Than juſt to view her face. 


Jace. 


" EF". F\ 


699 
JACQUENETTA. 


There now, Sir, the miſchief's done; 
You've broke my Lady's reſt, Sir, 
You ſee how ſhe's diſtreſs'd, ST, 
Fou d beſt at once be gone. 
No, no, no further diſturb her, 
But haſte and be gone. 


OE 1) Ab HeWRE - 
How teizing, tormenting; 
Such reſtlefs ſlumbers; * 
You break the dear luſion, FE 


Make ſweeteſt dreams confuſion, 3 
Oh! let? me reſt in nee, RH 


SONG. 


(200) 
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il Twas love's bright flame my boſom fir d, 
| | At once my heart refin'd, L 
With valiant thoughts, my ſoul inſpired, 
I | With dangerous deeds my. ind, , ; 
1 To gain Matilda's heart T Ggh'd, 
| Mult be the m#eq aan 
That heavenly form ſhould de allied 

To courage and to truth. 


1 1114 
11771 12 


n) 
4 n 
$ O. N 8. 
Sm BznTRAM. ; 


TO mirth, to friendſhip,”and to love, 
Let ev'ry heart reſpire; 

And ev'ry pulſe fefpontive 5 move, 
To fan the ſacred fire. © - + 


Cnokus. 


To Selima the health goes round, 
To Selima the fair, 5 

Let that ſweet name the "ok ed, 
And fill the quiv'ring air. 


Your fair; return'd Goth Aiftane ſhores, 
| Accepts the nuptial bands 
May Love, with all his bliſsful ſtores, 
Unite your deſtin'd hands. 


CRrorus. 


*® a — 


To Selima the health, &c. 


GLEE 


( 22 ) 
TS LL = © 


To the Air— of the Old Glee, from the fair 
Lavinia” 
SEE the peaceful Queen of Night, 
Liberal, lends her filver light, 


While the trembling waters play, 
Guides us o'er our devious way. 


Dvkx. 


Arreſt the vile crew—nor let them go free! 
Seize, ſeize on their bark! 


— . — 


Blow as the winds may, here we're free, 
Then ſpeed to our bark— 
To the boatſwain's whiſtle hark! 


For pleaſure guides our helm at ſea, 
 GuaARDs. 


To the Syrens muſic hark ! 
'T is the goddeſs that preſides o'er the ſea. 
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